
1 4 The Tragedy (^Othello 

It was ray hint to lpeake,fuch was my procefle : 

And of the Camihals, that each other eate ; 

The fyinthrop0ph4£ie, and men whufe heads 
Doe grow beneath their ihoulders ; thefe to hcare, 
Would Defdemona ferioufly incline ; 

But ftill the houfe aflFiires would draw her thence,' 
Which euer as (he could with hall difpatcb, 

Shec’d come againc, and with a greedy earc 
Deuoure up my difcourfe ; which I obfcruing, 

Tooke once a piyant hourc^ and foand good tneanes 
To draw from her a prayer ofearneft heart, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate. 

Whereof by parcclls (he had fomcthing heard, 

But not intentiuely., I did coafent, 

And often did beguile her of hertcares« 

When IdidTpeakeoffomedillresfuIl ftroake 
That my youth fuffered ; my ftory being done j 
She gauc me for my paincs a world of fighes ; 

She fwore Ifaith twas ftrange, twas pafsing ftrange } 
Twaspittifull, twaswonderoiispvttifull ; 

She wilht (be had not heard it, yet (he wilht 

That heauen bad made her fuch a man : Ihe thanked me. 

And bad me if i had a friend tliat loued her, 

I IhouU but teach him how to tell my ftory. 

And that would woe her. V pon this htate 1 fpake : 

She lou’d me for tlic dangers I had paft. 

And I lou’dher that (be did pitty them. 

This ondy is the witchcraft I hauevs’d : 

He re comes the Lady, 

Letherwitncftcit. 

Enter Defdemona, lago, and the refi. 

Du. I thinke this tale would win my daughtCrto j — 
Good <fl,takc vp this mangled matter at thebeft. 
Men doe their broken weapons rather vfe. 

Then their bare hands* 

I pray y.op hearp heir fpeake* 

Iflbe coofefte that iht was haltc the wooer, 
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the (i!AToore of Venice. 

«.ftfuftion light on me, if ray bad blame 
?kht ontheman. Come hithergcmlc miftrcCfc* 

D^wpetceiueioaU this noble company, 

Where moft yon o*re obedience ? 

Def. My noble father, 

Idocperceiuehcrcadeuidcdduty: ^ 

To von I am bound for life and education { 

Mv life and education both doe learnc roc 
How to refpea you. you arc the Lordof duty, 

I art hitherto your daughter.Bot heere's my husband : 
Andfo much duty as my mother (hewed 
To you, preferring you before her father. 

So moch I challenge, that I may profelTc, 

Due to the Moore my Lord. 

Godbu’y, I hadone : 

pleafe it your Gracc,on to the State affaires , 

I had rather to adopt a child then get it } 

Come hither Moore : 

I here doe giue thee that, withall my heart, 

Which but thou haft already, with all my heart 
I wouldkccpe from thee ; for your fake (Icwcll,) 

I am glad at foule, I haue no other childc. 

For thy cfcape would teach me tyranny. 

To hang clogs on cm, I haue done my Lord, 

*Du. Let me foeakc like your fdfc.and lay a fcntcnce 
Which asa greeft or ftep may belpc thefe louers 
Into your fauour. 

When remedies are paft.thc griefes arc ended. 

By feeing the worft.which late on hopes depended, 

To mouriie a mifeheife thit is paft and gone. 

Is the next way to draw more mifehiefe on ; 

What cannot be preferu'd when fortune takes. 

Patience her iniury a mockery makes. 

The rob’d that fmiU s, fteales fomething froni the thiefe. 
He robs himfclfe.that fpends a bootelcffe griefe. 

"Bra. So let the T urke, of Cyprus V8 beguile, 

We lofe it not fo long as we can fmile ; 

He beares the fcntence well that nothing beares, 
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